PART II
JOINING A UN MISSION COULD BE SUICIDAL
By Dr. Martin Brass

L

ast month, SOF introduced
a young Dutchman who
knew that he had been
born to be a warrior, seek
adventure, and try to save
the world in a few places. I met with
him in Amsterdam late last year.
He recalled his stints in the Dutch
military when, longing for action,
they volunteered for a UN mission in
a world hotspot that used to be
called the “Paris of the Middle East.”
Indeed it was, with its exotic
French, English, American, Armenian, and other ethnic districts that
brought the fashions, cultures and
cuisines of East and West together.
Lebanon is one of the world’s magnificent littoral countries, with glorious seashores, rolling foothills and

mountains, beautiful cedars and national parks and forests set in an
idyllic climate.
Unfortunately, Lebanon is located
near Israel, a proxy of the West, and
Syria, then a Soviet beneficiary. It became a playground for the superpowers of the Cold War, especially
since thousands of homeless Palestinians had settled there after the
state of Israel was established in
1949. Then, as now, Palestinian 'freedom fighters' and zealots and Israeli
nationalists used southern Lebanon,
where the refugee camps were sited,
as a combat zone. Lebanon was ravaged by civil war for nearly two
decades, thanks to the funding from
the rival superpower patrons.

DUTCH WARRIORS AND THE
LEBANON WAR
“We only got two months of training before going to Lebanon. It was a
joke. The instructors had no clues
about what to teach us. As a result,
they let us walk around the whole
day doing nothing. Then, in the
evening, they gave us extra lessons
because we were short of time. We
learned nothing, not even the simplest basic infantry skills. Thankfully,
we never got into any serious trouble
in Lebanon,” Van described his training before he deployed with the
Dutch Army to Lebanon.
“The trouble with sending troops
to Lebanon was that the Constitution
did not allow for National Service-

(Above): Van, on the far right, is on patrol in 1981 with the SLA. The man on the far left is an Israeli Army
mechanic who came to repair the broken APC.
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men to be sent
abroad against their
will. As a result, the
Dutch Army asked
for volunteers to
serve in Lebanon.
However, they
couldn't fill all the
vacancies with volunteers alone. As a
result, they changed
the law and forced
people to serve as
peacekeepers in
Lebanon,” he explained.

French troops arriving by night at Narqoura,
southern Lebanon. Photo UN

IT DIDN’T WORK THEN AND IT
DOESN’T WORK NOW
“To make things worse, our mission in Lebanon was not defined
very clearly. We ended up spending
a lot of time drinking tea with the locals to win their hearts and minds.
Dutch troops are doing pretty much
the same thing in Afghanistan today.
“We never actually managed to
enforce the UN mandate, nor did we
drive the PLO and PFLP out of the
mandate area. The Israeli Defense
Forces never shot at us because they
had no posts in or near our area.
However, there were many incidents
with PLO terrorists infiltrating
through our area to launch attacks in
the Security Zone. The casualties
that resulted sent some people into a
rage. They still have a blood feud to
this day. They often were angry with
us for not stopping the PLO from
carrying out their provocations.
“Most of the Dutch soldiers were
very pro-Israel and anti-PLO. It was
the Cold War, so the world was divided between good and evil. Israel
was with NATO on the right side of
the battle, as far as I was concerned.
“Sometimes we would disarm the
Palestinians, but when we would
capture them, we would have to take
them back to their original position
and return their weapons. We felt
like a target; our mandate was limited to only self-defense, and even at
that, we had to ask permission to defend ourselves. By the time the request moved up the chain of
command and they made a decision,
which could take one hour or more,

the Palestinians would quit firing.
The Palestinians were plugged in
Multinational Maritime Task Force trainto our radio frequency, and once
ing in southern Lebanon. Photo UN
someone would request permission for the troops to defend themespecially after the relocation of
selves, they would hear the request
and they would stop attacking,” Van armed Palestinian elements from
Jordan to Lebanon. Palestinian comsaid.
mando operations against Israel and
THE UN ON A WORTHLESS
Israeli reprisals against Palestinian
bases in Lebanon intensified. On 11
MISSION—AGAIN
March 1978, a commando attack in
In the early 1970s, tension along
the Israel–Lebanon border increased, Israel resulted in many dead and
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wounded among the Israeli population; the PLO claimed responsibility
for that raid. In response, Israeli
forces invaded Lebanon on the night
of 14/15 March, and in a few days
occupied the entire southern part of
the country except for the city of
Tyre and its surrounding area.
On 15 March 1978, the Lebanese
Government submitted a strong
protest to the United Nations Security Council against the Israeli
invasion, stating that it had no
connection with the Palestinian
commando operation. On 19
March, the Council adopted Resolutions 425 (1978) and 426 (1978),
in which it called upon Israel immediately to cease its military action and withdraw its forces from
all Lebanese territory. It also decided on the immediate establishment of the UNIFIL. The first
UNIFIL troops arrived in the area
on 23 March 1978.
That was the situation in 1979.
The UN force was hamstrung
from the get-go; soon it would become clear to those on the ground

Continued

just how toothless the mandate was
when it came to protecting those
who were there to keep the peace,
never mind actually stopping the
fighting.
Rende Van De Kamp was one of

the volunteers who joined the Dutch
unit that was deployed to Lebanon
as a contribution to UNIFIL. The following account, excerpted from his
book Under A Foreign Flag, describes
Continued on page 32
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the frustration of special forces serving under the boondoggle that was
the UN mission to Lebanon.

A SPECIAL VISITOR
One day, a Captain Groot of the
Dutch Special Forces (Korps Commando Troepen or KCT) came racing
up to our post in a Jeep Cherokee.
Nobody knew why this friendly,
older man was there. I suspect that
he was just driving around listening
to his radio, hoping to arrive at the
right place at the right time to see
some action.
Apparently, Captain Groot liked
our platoon commander, Lieutenant
Brosksy, because he stayed on in our
camp. Maybe it was because Lieutenant Brosky was also detached
from the KCT.
We were on our post one morning
when the radio suddenly crackled. A
Dutch army patrol had made visual
contact with Palestinians or the
PFLP. The PFLP was a terrorist splinter of the PLO. They had terrorist
training camps in Lebanon and
South Yemen, where they trained ter-

SNIPERS WANTED!

A Chinese battalion involved in
demining in the town of Hinaya in
Lebanon prepares to detonate unexploded ordnance. The peacekeepers first locate the explosives,
move them to a safe place, then
detonate them. Photo UN
rorists from all over the world when
they weren’t committing terrorist attacks and hijacking planes. They had
been responsible for the famous hijacking that ended with the Israeli
hostage rescue at Entebbe, Uganda,
three years earlier. They had ties
with groups like the Red Army Faction (Rote Armee Fraktion – RAF –
from West Germany). Shortly after a
group of Dutch radicals received terror training in a PFLP training camp
in Yemen, one of them was implicated in connection with some train
hijackings in Holland. The suspect
denied any involvement, and later
became a senator for GroenLinks, a
radical left-wing party.

THEY COULD DIE WHILE
PEN PUSHERS WAFFLE
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German Peacekeepers taking part
in Maritime Task Force in southern Lebanon. Photo UN
SUPPORT OUR TROOPS

The Dutch patrol commander reported the contact to his platoon and
asked for instructions. We heard the
platoon report to the company. The
normal procedure in these situations
was for the company to report to battalion headquarters. The battalion –
Holland’s contribution to the peacekeeping force in Lebanon – then had
to report to UNIFIL headquarters in
Naqoura, a small city in southern
Lebanon. In very serious cases,
Naqoura reported to UN headquarters in New York City.
Our radio frequency allowed us to
only hear broadcasts at the company
Continued on page 34
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level. After a long wait, the patrol
got the order to avoid a confrontation at all costs. Meanwhile, the
PFLP members had begun shooting
at the patrol. The patrol commander
kept giving his position and demanding new orders.
After another endless wait, the
same frickin’ order came: “Break
contact!”

SURROUNDED
The patrol commander explained
that while he’d been waiting for orders, the PFLP had surrounded
them, and breaking contact was impossible. He pleaded for new orders.
The answer finally came after another long wait, with most of the
guys in our post listening to the
radio in disbelief.
“Avoid contact! Return to base!”
The patrol commander got on the
radio again.
"I cannot break contact, I am surrounded and I am getting shot at.
Can I return fire?"
"Break contact! Return to base!"
was the expected answer after an-

Continued

other long wait.
By now, it had become clear
that the patrol commander was
facing a strong force of PFLP terrorists with his tiny patrol. This
led to another round of bureaucracy. The patrol commander
asked for reinforcements.
"Avoid contact!" the same
dreaded answer came back.
Everybody in our post was
glued to the radio. We were not
only the reconnaissance platoon,
we were also the stand-by unit.
If there was a problem somewhere, we were the ones that
would intervene. We looked into
our lieutenant’s eyes. He stood
seething with rage next to the
radio and exchanged glances
with Captain Groot. Both men
were visibly furious.
Suddenly, Lieutenant Brosky
stood straight. "Get bloody
ready!" Captain Groot’s face lit
up with a smile. The whole platoon was fully equipped in no
time.
Meanwhile the radio gave us
more info. The patrol commander shouted over the radio
that the patrol was under heavy
fire. We could hear him shouting
to make himself heard over the
exploding RPG rockets and ricocheting bullets.
"Avoid contact!" the order, by
now sounding like a recording,
was blurting out again.
“I have no other option but to
shoot back,” the patrol commander explained.
"Do not return fire!" was the
order, but it was too late. The air
echoed with bullets as the Dutch
patrol cut loose, making it clear
they would not go down without
a fight.

Part of the 170 French soldiers and
equipment, the first wave of some 2,000
pledged by France, arrive in Narqoura in
southern Lebanon. Photo UN

Italian troops arriving in Narqoura, So.
Lebanon. Photo UN

THEN THE RADIO
WENT DEAD
"Headquarters of UNIFIL gave orders to stop firing! Return to base!
It was too ridiculous for words. A
short while later the patrol reported
they would have to surrender if no
reinforcements were sent.
Then the radio went dead.
The guys in the patrol were our
friends, we had trained together, we
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knew every one of the troops in that
patrol. Lieutenant Brosky had to
hold us back as we rushed to mount
our armored personnel carriers
(APCs).
The order for the stand-by platoon
to move to the base of the embattled
patrol finally came. Screaming with
relief and fury, we jumped into the
APCs. The troops that couldn't find a
place in the APCs crammed themselves into Captain Groot’s Jeep
Continued on page 36
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Cherokee. We raced off up the dirt
road, knowing that every second
could make the difference between
life and death for the patrol.
At the patrol basecamp, we hit the
ground running.
"Where is the battle?" I heard people shouting. We were ordered to
gear up for action. A few soldiers approached us, asking why we had
come to their camp.
"We come to liberate the lost patrol!" we snapped back. The soldiers
looked at us in disbelief.
"Ah, bugger off!" somebody
shouted.
The troops walked away angrily.
Little did we know, we had just been
talking to the members of the patrol,
who had recently returned to the
camp.
The PFLP had captured the patrol
after it had waited in vain all day for
help. After their capture by the PFLP,
they were lined up and the Palestinians threatened to kill them all because they had shot back at them.
They stood with their hands in the
air waiting for the end, thinking
their time had come.
The PFLP commander had to
shoot into the ground in front of his
own men to restrain them. But after
short negotiations, the PFLP released
them. They clearly did not want to
get entangled with the UN mission.
It had only been a few hours, but
our friends’ ragged faces seemed
years older.

Senior Sergeant Sergiy Koleganov
has already neutralized more that
300 explosives. Photo from
www.mfa.gov.ua
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"Where were you? Why didn't you
come?" somebody asked with disgust.
"We were not allowed to come,”
one of us replied in shame.
"Ah, bugger off!" somebody said
again.
Frustrated and humiliated, we
boarded our APCs and drove back to
our camp. Nobody said a single
word.

THE WAR RAGES ON IN 1981
Despite the efforts of UNIFIL,
Lebanon’s civil war raged on. Some
people backed the government. Some
people backed the PLO. Others coalesced into the terrorist group
Hezballah (Party of God). A few
backed the Israelis. Those backing
the Israelis formed the South
Lebanon Army (SLA), which in 1981
was doing most of the fighting
against the PLO. The SLA needed
fighters. Van de Kamp was one of
those who signed up.
"I had heard about the SLA when I
was in UNIFIL. There were constant
rumours that mercs were serving
here," Van recalled how he hitched
up with the SLA.
"Later while back in Holland, the
newspapers printed a sensational article about a Dutch soldier who
joined the SLA. That was it, I was
going. Now to figure out how. After a
stay in a kibbutz in Israel, I decided
to join up with SLA. I went by bus to
Metulla on the border and went to
the SLA headquarters in Hotel
Arazim. The next day, I was brought
to Major Haddad.
"'Welcome to my army, welcome

to my forces !', he said. After that I
was brought in an old Mercedes over
the border and went to Bent-Ibeil
(now Hezbollah stronghold). Here I
was put in a group of Shiia muslims
who were also in SLA. I did patrols
and we manned strongholds. Later I
became for a short while a sort of
bodyguard for a Shiia muslim who
was also active in Amal and who
worked together with the IDF. I was
paid and equipped by the SLA," Van
described his adventure.

A DUTCH MERC
JOINS THE SLA
[Again, quoting from Under a Foreign Flag] It was time for yet another
nightly patrol. As everybody gathered at the rendezvous point, an
M113 armored personnel carrier
(APC) sat there, ready to go. Things
looked busier than usual. Militiamen
I had never seen before were preparing for action. When we set off for
the patrol, an old Mercedes with four
or five men inside drove behind us.
As usual, I only knew that we
were going on patrol. Details? I
never got them. I stood in the back of
the M113 because nobody else ever
thought about guarding the rear. The
Mercedes behind us had its headlights on, making our APC a beautiful target in the dark night.
We arrived at a dark crossroads
where three APCs waited. The quiet
soldiers inside had helmets on: Israelis.
Our patrol commander and the Israelis quickly discussed the plan.
Continued on page 38

A column of Indonesian armored vehicles await loading on the S.S.
Wilson, a Military Sealift Command cargo vessel. Note the white paint,
making them pretty good targets. U.S. Navy photo
SUPPORT OUR TROOPS
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When we rolled out, the excited militiamen threw their cigarette butts
out of the APC. The Mercedes took
the lead. All its windows were open,
and a militiaman with a rifle hung
out of each window. The co-driver
shined a strong hand-held searchlight all around. Our APC followed.

A BAIT-AND-SWITCH
Far behind, with their lights out,
the Israeli APCs lurked in the darkness. I could not see the Israeli vehi-

Continued

cles from my position in the back
of our APC.
The searchlight in the Mercedes made large shadows on the
rocks beside the road, lighting up
the dark trees and shrubs. Our
APC was visible and could be
heard from a great distance. The
militiamen thought they were patrolling with the Israelis. They
had no clue that the Israelis were
patrolling alone, and we were the
bait. It was so stupid; I could
barely keep myself from laughing, and imagined the Israelis
were laughing, too.
Eagerly, we raced over the back
roads, between boulders, dark
hill slopes, empty houses and
wide valleys. Nothing happened.
The Palestinians were either absent or more professional than we.
We reached a small camp with
earthen walls around it. As the Mercedes and the APC slowly drove inside, a tremendous explosion
thundered across the night. Somebody had fired an anti-tank weapon
at us or at the Israelis from somewhere in the dark hills around us.

FIREFIGHT!
One of the militia commanders
started shouting: "Yellah! Yellah!"
The M113 maneuvered frantically
in the small camp until it stood half
up against the earth walls. Long
bursts of fire from the .50 disappeared into the night. Tracers hit
rocks far away and ricocheted in all
directions. Militiamen took cover behind the earthen walls and fired enthusiastically with their weapons, a
mix of old FN FALs and AKs.
When it grew quiet, I looked
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Indonesian troops prepare to
board the S.S. Wilson to assist
with loading their armored vehicles. U.S. Navy photo.
around. I hadn't fired a single round,
but was half-deaf because of all the
noise. Nobody seemed hurt, there
was no damage and the Israelis were
gone.
We had to sit on the APC behind
the .50 until daylight. For once, the
militiamen didn't smoke during
their guard shifts.

LATER, A SADISTIC
ASSASSINATION
At first light, everybody sleepily
boarded the Mercedes and the M113.
Someone nonchalantly threw the
handheld searchlight into the Mercedes. We drove back to Bint-Ibeil.
The Mercedes drove in front, with
the windows shut this time.
When I asked one of the militia
commanders, a friendly guy named
Akel Hashem, who spoke a little
French and English what happened,
he waved the story away with a
smile.
Akel Hashem eventually rose to
command the Western Brigade of the
SLA, until a large booby-trap placed
near his house by Hezballah killed
him in 2000. The attack was filmed
and broadcast. The terrorist group
celebrated the successful hit by distributing candies to the children in
Beirut.

